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The sweet deserves description. From the bottom upwards It
consisted of (i) vanilla ice-cream, (2) chocolate wafers, (3) lemon
ice-cream, (4) peaches, (5) mixed ice-cream, (6) a thick chocolate
sauce. Having done the round once we ordered a repeat course.
After dinner we entertained a large proportion of the town with
the more select of our repertoire as a concert, it being Sunday.
By this time we were the centre of interest in a town which on
Sunday is crowded with holiday-makers, and we became em-
barrassed with attention and with encores. By 10.30 p.m. we
were all in bed.

August i^th. Breakfasting at 9 o'clock, we went in search of
souvenirs and taking advantage of the rate of exchange, succeeded
in making some excellent bargains. At n a.m. the party set off
in two motors for the Hospice of St. Bernard. The road is an
amazing feat of engineering and winds for mile after mile upward
along the edge of precipices with many hairpin bends. The
heat in the front seats was so great that even the chauffeur, a
most excellent fellow, found it necessary to sit on the side of the
car from time to time. It was again another glorious, cloudless
day, the road being quite shadeless, and we were subjected to the
full glare of the sun. The journey is 21 miles, and in this distance
we rose nearly 7000 feet to a final height of 8no feet. Before
arriving at the Hospice we crossed the Italian-Swiss frontier
and had to have our passports visaed. Our arrival at the Hospice
was most extraordinary. We discovered that our fame had
preceded us via the Daily Mail, and we were greeted there by
a large crowd of Lunn's tourists as the heroes of the hour.
Autographs and photographs were much in demand, all members
of the party being besieged, chiefly by ladies. For about half an
hour there was tremendous excitement, whilst each feature of
our adventures was retailed to group after group, whilst Curly,
plus ice-axe broken by a ton of falling rock, was produced for
female inspection at every point. Mr. Lunn personally assisted
us to obtain seats in the Swiss mail descending to Orsieres. At
this moment the second motor, which had started somewhat
later, arrived midst loud cheers. We then all descended beside
the lake. After lunch we went to view the fine bronze statue of
St. Bernard, the Place de Jupiter, at which spot once rose a
Temple to Jupiter Poeninus, and the stones marking the Italian
frontier. From here we returned to the Hospice to view the
Chapel with its beautiful carvings, the library with its 20,000
volumes, collections of Roman remains and of beetles, butterflies,